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A Christmas Caroel,
All this night shrill chanticleer.
Day's proclaiming trampeter,
Clap# his winge and londly ories,
Mortals, mortale, wake and rise,
Boe a wonder,
Heaven s under ;
From the earth s risen & Bun
Bhines all night, thongh day be done.

Wake, oh, enrth | wake everything.
Wake and boar the Joy I bring ¢
Wake and joy for all this night,
Heaven and every twinkling light ;

All amnzing

Btill stand gazing :
Angels, powers, and all that be,
Wake and joy this Bun to see.

Hail, oh, Bun ! Ob, bleesed Light,
Bont unto the world by night,
Lot Thy rays and heavenly powers
Shine in this dark sonl of ours ;
For most surely
Thon art traly
God and man, we do confess:
Heil, ob, Ban of Righteonsnesa,

A Tale of Three Yuletides ;

BEING A BACHELOR'S CHRISTMAS REVE-
LATIONS TO A VERY YOUNG LADY,

Tell you a story? I believe, little
Amy, yon could coax n Christmas story
from even the giant Blunderbore, who,
a8 you know, was rather a cheerless and
nncivil fellow. So settle yourselfl in my
lap—don't be afraid to hug me too close
—and listen,

Being by this time well aware of the
exact nomber of watch charms in my

yossession, you are surely much tron-

led to find out why of late I
carry nbont a many-dinted old Roman
ooin, in preferecce to a large stone
monuoted in gold, or a little Chinese
idol, or even & gold dollar, with the
whole Declaration of Independence
stamped on one side, You must under-
stand, as you are a end little flirt, that
ornaments of the latter rort are much
affected by yonr many gentleman se-
quaintances. Let me account for my
strange behavior, As the coin hangs
from my watch chuin, so by the coin
}mngs a tale, which runs after this fash-
on :

It is now some fourteen years since I
was living in Rome, I was only a very
young aud ine:{mripncml artist then,
you know ; and 1 didn't wear such an
immense beard and whiskers as are now
coquetting with your dear golden curls,
And, what is more, I was not ro extrav-
aguntly weslthy in thiose days as youn
gnppose me to be, now that 1 am your
Uncle Coventry and am able to daily ex-
tract a fow peonies from my pocket, to
be instantly converted b?; you into tarts
at the nesrest baker's shop. You will
believe, then, that I was rather well
rlmad than otherwise when a beauntifal
ady, all dressed in silks and satins and
blnln? with jewels, rustled into my
humble studio, one fine September
morning. Was she a fairy princess?
Oh, no ; not quite, But she did there
and then inquire whether I wonld be
willing to paint a portrait of ber four-
year-old daughter, Bianen, which she
intended ns a Christmas present for the
little dear's grandmother, Ishould have
informwed you that Biarca was present
also, and had qunickly interested herself
among my brightest pictures, What
sort of a little girl was she? Well, in
due gallantry and with allowances for
the difference of climate, I mnst not uaf
that she was prettier than yon or that
her hair was a trifle more shining. I
took ber offer immediately, and it was
arranged that Binnea should visit my
stucdio three or fonr times a week, in
company with her mother or nurse or
nnele, and sit as still as & church mouse
for teu minntes, which latter was n mat-
ter of dreudful vexation to her, ga%it
would be {o you also, Miss Amy. Bi-
anck aud wyself beeame firm friends,
althongh sha wonld pout and and pre-
tend to be awfally mad with me when 1
would insist upon her keeping a sober
face for a second together, or stop tor-
menting the whiskers and soul of an
ancient cxt, who was the partner of my
joys and sorrows, She was born in

enice, where most of the golden-haired,
blne-eyed children of Italy come from,
Her mother owned a whole village in
the provivee of Venice, and her father,
who had been a very great man at Rome,
was long sinea dead,

Oue doy my lovely little model, “‘ my
Bianea,” a8 I used to eall her—(don't
pull my beard so hard, I verily believe
on are jealous, little Amy)—one day

innen eame to my stndio with her
uncle, Connt Luigi, whom I then be-
held for the first time. He was the
brother-in-law of the contessa, Was he
much like me? I hope not, Yom
shonldn't like him for an uncle at all;
and I am certain Dianes did not, He
wns tall and dark and mysterions, and
bis yellow foce was decorsted by a pair
of black, flery eyes, that were entirely
too pear to be honest; likewise by a
hooked nose, and a coal-black mustache,
the ends of which were contiunally find-
ing their way between his beantiful
white teeth, TUnele Luigi seemed to me
vastly like one of the ogres, magicinns,
or wicked knights addieted to stealing
preity maids from their castle boudoirs,
of whom you have read a good deal in
your books, Idid not admire this gen-
tleman from the first; and our meeting
was pretty much the same as the distant
sequaintance of two iceberge. T am not
quite sure that Bianca's mother liked
him; but she appeared to be too weak
and casily managed to express her want
of affection for him,

My pieture progressed famously, and
—(paiut a picture of you? CQertainly,
my love, We will have it ready for
your pext birthday)—and when the first
week of December closed I had delivered
wy pictare to the Contessa di Cusa-
bianca, receiving in exchange a check
on & Roman bank for s most agresable
sum of mopey, The portrait was to be
taken to Verice, and duly presented to
the grandmother on Clristmas day. It
représented Bisnce smiling, and dressed
in & low-necked silk gown, with a neck-
lace of pearls round her throst, From
the necklace hung this same old Roman
coin, which her paps had pioked up
under the walla of Rome. Bome Roman
meybe Julis Cwsar, had dropped it
there two thonesnd years ago.

{ ed and handsome Italian

The contessa had promised to ?ay
a farewell visit before departing for the
north of Italy, The appointed day had
arrived, and I had gone to the extrava-
ganoo of donning an entirely new suit of
clothes to receive aud entertain my
guests. 1 waited and Adgeted ; but no
visitors, No kind, tender contessa ; no
angelic Bianca; no perfidions-lookind
uncle appeared. When the nifbt set in,
I felt nnTry and disgusted, little Amy,
t

because hought my Venetian ne-
quaintances had left Rome, f 1 of
me, The following morning I went to

the dwelling of the contessa, to discover
whatever I could concerning her de-

arture. Judge of my surprise on learn:
ng that the lady had no:glet departed.
I was shown into the dra -room by a
servant on whose face I detected the
signs of some trouble ; and I waited for
thejrustle of the contessa's dress in the
doorway. But this was not tobe, In
her place came Bianea’s nurse, pale and
with eyes but newly-dried from weeping,
Sinking into a chair, she almost sobbed
to mae the following words :

“Oh! Signor Pembroke, the con-
tessa is in an agony. We were going to
se@ yon yesterday, when the contessa
nsked for Bianea. Bhe had been play-
ing on the steps but a mionute befora,
and then it was impossible to find her,
‘the house, the garden, the streets, all
bhave been searched ; but in vain. We
cannot find my little Bianca, Some one
has stolen her away. Andmy mistress |
— she will surely diel "

Nothing beyond this conld I discover
from any one, Bianea had disap
as completely and hopelessly as though
the carth had opened and swallowed
her, It was not proper for me to in-
trude my presence upon the great grief
of the contessa’s hounsehold. I sadly
withdrew, full of anxiety for the sweet
child, whom I had learned to love.

No effort was spared by the contesan
and the Roman police, and ap tly
by Count Luipi, to recover ge 1
Binnea, But the attempts were ntterly
nseless ; and the mother, sick at heart,
ictnrned to her home, taking with her
my picturo, which eoruel fate seemed to
have transformed from a Ohristmas
pregent to a sacred memento of an angel
forever flown,

Now don't interrupt me, I have not
fi siehed yet, I am going to relate a
rither odd ineident that Enpp&ned be-
fore the time of Bianca's disap oe,
Late one night I was crossing the bridge
of Sant’ Angelo, which spans the Tiber.
[ was thiuking overthe finishing tonches
to my ohild pictnre, when I suddenly
became aware of A boat pnssing under
me, Prompted by curiosity, I leaned
over the battlement of the bridge and
listened. A man was standing in the
boat, speaking and gesticulating fo the
rowers, I saw him clearly in the full
moonlight, and I was almost sure that
be wns the Count Lnigi. Onlya few
words could T catch from the speakers,
and they were these, spoken by the
rough voice of some low rascal of the
Roman populace :

“ In tre scsdimane la bambina sara”

— (in three weeks the littlogirl skLall
be—-)

The rest of the sentence I could not
bear ; but the words were enongh to
excite a strong suspicion in my mind,
when I connected them with Bianca's
disappearance, Conld the man have
malll; been the Connt Lumigi? I dared
vot reveal to any one what my mind
snggested —namely, that Bianea had
soetually been made away with by her
unele, bargained into the hands of a
paroei of sconndrels, How econld I

roveit? Whatreason conld I give for
is committing such a corime? More-
over, he was a powerful man at Rome,
and conld make the place exceedingly
uncomfortable for me if his anger were
once raised against me. Confident that
our Divine Father would in the end un-
ravel the terrible mystery, I betook my-
self to my painting again, The gener-
ons contessa had not only paid me far
beyond what my toil deserved, but had
recommended me to the great families
al Rome. I snppose I could paint
tolerably well then, and jmy patrorage
inerensed daily. p

Beven fears passed on, my Amy, and
your uncle had in that time become;snch
n grand artist and earned so much
money that he thought he wonld come
over the water to his old home in New
York, Accordingly, I hired my little
studio down town and commenced busi-
uess at once, I did not have very long
to wait for patrons, A gentleman eall-
el in one October day and econversed
with me about a picture he wanted
painted to order for his art gallery,

‘I hear you are from Rome," said
he, ¢ Yon must be a great painter, I
want you to make me a picture of a
child who has woke up on Christmas
morning and found her stocking cram-
med with good things. And mind yon,
the child must be very beautiful,”

“ All right,” said I. “*Call on Mon-
day next aud I shall have my sketch
ready for yon,"

You know artists most generally have
models for such pictures, Hence I set
myself to work to secure one; but I
found this was a difficult job, Now, if
you had been a yom:l{I ady then, I
should have certainly had fou sit for
my painting. But my model came from
an entirely unexpected quarter, I had
left my studio one evening, and was
walking up town through an out-of-the-
way straet, when I heard the musie of a
harp and violin, just as they sound
when the Italian players come under
your windows to drive you crazy with
their awful performances, On drawing
nearer, I discovered a dark-complexion-
twanging
an accompaniment on his harp to an
outlandish song, and near him a young
girl airily and delicatel drawing her
bow acroes a battered fiddle. Beeing
me, she stopped, approached, and, hold-
ing out her hand piteonsly, said:

“Oh! mishr,.sif a poor girl a few
ron

noies, The p e will be beat us
f we go back withont money; and we
have had nothing to eat, Oh! mister,

do, please 1"
I was tuuched, and the pennies so
dearly needed quickly came forth, The
girl was uncommonly beautiful, I
thought, for a street-waif, She L.ld
yellow hair, partly hidden in an old
pink mufller, and sweet wide blue ey

and such & nose, mouth and dim
chin—all like yours, my love, Horgm

was tanned a little by

days in the pitiless streots, Her attire

me | was & many-patched cotton dress, of no

particular color; and her feet were
covered by great clumsy shoes, such as
onr ,nooary boy wears, How old was
she? I shonld say about ten or eleven
and her male escort was certainly no
much older. As I stood looking at her,
the thonght struck me that I onght to
take her as my model,

‘‘ Come here,"” said I to her. ** Why
do you live with the padrone (don't in-

terrapt me in, miss, I will tell yon
sho what a padrone is), when he
beats you ?"

““I have no other home,” the poor
girl replied. *“ The police wonld take
me if Islept in the streets, and maybe
shut me up forever,"”

* Wouldn't you like to go to a nicer
home, and have plenty to eat and decent
clothes, and get paid for work 1"

“ Oh ! sir,” she almost sobbed, as if
the hngpinau I spoke of were too great
to think of,

“ Listen,"” I continned. * If you will
leave the ne, I will get you a com-
fortable p to live in, with a nioe old
lady to take care of yon."”

nacenstomed as the child was to
kindness from strangers, she clearly re-
garded me with doubt, and, loocking at
the harp-player, who was observing me
with oonufdenb'la interest, answered:

‘“Bnt I won't leave Jiacomo. He is
good to me, He gives me half his bread
when I am very hungry.”

“* Will yon come with me if Jiacomo
comes ? ' I asked.

" Yﬂﬂ, ﬂi.ro =

‘““Then step this way, Jiacomo,” I
said to him, **How would you like to
leave the padrone, and to live with peo-
ple who will take care of you? on
will have work to do and be well paid.”

Jiacomo took off his hat, and, smiling-
ly looking me in the face with -
natured, honest eyes, lied : **Yon
are too good, sir. I wonld like to go, if
she may come with me; but if the pa-

ost | drone ever catches us he will kill us

both."
‘““ Have no fear of the padrone,” I
said, “'If he makes any trouble, we

will have him arrested and put into
prison,”

This bold declaration of mine settled
the matter, and I had little further trou-
~le in persuading them to sccompany
me to my studio, where I intended to
have them stay for the time being,
They must have thought that I was the
city governor, or at least a golice eap-
tain, Fancy your grave and decorous
Uunele Govanha' marching down Broad-
way at nightfall, followed by a couple of
delighted mountebanks, 'T'he janitor of
the building in which my stuadio was
located must have thought I had gone
raving mad, and he greeted me with a
look of blank surprise when I appeared
at his doorway, with my extraordin
companions, ** Now, then, sir,” said
to him, ** be spry, and run up-stairs and
build a roaring fire in my grate; and then,
sir, prepare s hearty supper for these
famished children,” The musieal in-
struments of my two friends were de-

in one corner of mg studio, and
in a very short time the children were
<cated before such a supper as they had
conceived of only in blissful dreams. I
next bade the the janitor's wife provide
them with comfortable beds, hen I
was preparing to leave, the happy child-
ren wished to kiss me ; and I graciously
sgreed, promising them they shonld see
me early in the morning.

Now, while tha{ are sugpoaed to be
asleep, I shall tell yon what yon seem
dying to know—namely, what & padrone
18, eis an old enrmudgeon, who re-
ceives stolen children from Italy, and
makes them go ont into the street to
beg, or play, or steal—usually all three,
Aud if they do not obtsin money in some
way, he beats them and packs them off
to bed supperless. What do yon think
of that, little girl ?

But about my street acquaintances:
It was decided mpon next day that
Jiacomo should keep my studio in order,
while his companion wonld sit for m
Ohristmas picture. The pair were pl
in charge of my janitor's wife, with the
atrictest commands that due care shonld
be taken, lest they might again fall into
the hands of the padrone., In order to
make my model a8 happy-looking as
possible, I provided her with a box of
bon bons, and seated her on a beantiful
rog, amidet the rare and curions little
objects of my studio. Yes, I shall bring
you to my studio some day; only yon
must promise not to put things into a
too hopeless confusion. I was showin
ker how to pose, when, suddenly, us
some long - forgotten thought flitted
aeross her mind, she said quickly:

“Oh | I know how to sit, sir, T had
my picture taken before—many, many

ears ago. "
““Indeed I” I replied. ** How was
that "

*‘In—in Roma; when I wasa bambi
before my mamma died, The men ::3
she was dead. Then I came to live
with the padrone, It was many days
before I came here. Wa had to sail on
the water in a ship. Oh! ever so large
a ship!"

“ Aud what is yoor name 2" I usked,

“The padrone calls me qnmun —
Oarmen Tortolant.”

It was the common story, I thought,
of a child, an orphan, taken from Italy
to a hard life in America. I could not
gatber any more knowledge of her
earlier life from Jiacomo, who was
standing by. I turned to my paper, to
commence sketching her, when it oo-
eurraed to me that a necklaca would look
pretty on little Carmen. I stepped to
a cabinet, saying:

“I am going to give you a necklace,
Carmen, One of bright beads.”

“Oh! How nice! But, see, I have
an old one, Only an ugly penny tied
to a string.”

She removed it from her neck, I had
not noticed it before, andjoarelessly took
itin my bhand, Never was I so sur-
prised iz my life, The penny, as ghe
called it, was actually the same coin
that now hangs from my watoh-chain,
the same thst my early friend, Bianca
di Oasabianca had worn. .

“ Where on earth did you get_thu?"
1 eried, hardly able to still with
excitement.

wore it. gir."

“%?,].“ id r name was "
" t o1l BA

“* Qarmen, ,But ka?:wlb un?d&o
call mé Bisnca when I was a baby,’

* And do you recollect your mamma’s

sun of many | Bame

7 f
“1 only called her mamms, sir, I

.

don't know that she had any other
name,”

“Do yon, perh!plL remember the
u?maofthesrﬁat‘ropdn&d your

"I'tlo‘n't think 1 do. Tt was—like—

* Pembroke, perhaps ?"

“Yeal yes! Pembroke | Bignor
Pembroke !

My street-waif then was none other
that Binnea di Ossabiancal I caught
the little girl to my heart and kissed
her, saying : **I am Bignor Pembroke.
Do you know me "

“«‘T think I have heard your voice
!ongtu#o; but your whiskers are ro

I asked her a few more questions, and
her answers more clearly proved her to
be the Bianca of my firs artist days.
But I could extract nothing from her to
verify my suspicions of her Uncle
Lmigi. Although overjoyed to be the
means of rescning her {rom the oruelest
of lives, I wns now seriously tronbled
the thonﬁht that Bianca's mother had,
perhaps,died in the seven years that had
elapsed since the beginning of my
story, At any rate, I delermined to
writo to her address in Lombardy and
take the steps necessary to have Bianca
returned to her family, I bade m
model play to her heart's content, an
rommagiog in my desk for the contes-
sa's address, I found it, and before
nighfall I had dispatched a long letter
to Italy,

I did not explain matters fully to
Bianca, preferring to awail the resulls
of my letter to her mother. Weeks
passed quickly by and my picture was
on the verge of being completed. Bian-
ca's face wns losing more and more of
its tan and Jircomo had become quite
a fashionable young gentleman and was
showing o marvelons taste for drawing.
One morning, a few days before Christ-
mas, there was & grest commotion on
my stairway, Iopened the door, and,
as I live, there was Bianea in her moth-
er's arms, and the gnir hogging and
kirsing each other an g a8 Lgough
they wonld never stop | I retreated very
quickly, my Am, A and your Uncle g-ov-
entry was actually weeping too, Just
l.hit:az of it | Covent Pmngmka, artist,
in tears! And I believe there wasn'’t a
dry eye in the whole building when all
the artists knew what had transpired.

In m little while the contessa came
into my stndio, I kissed her hand and

bore myeell like a hero, Never was|P0

three people o happy.

Many explanations followed. I in-
quired after the health of Count Luigi—
out of pnre friendliness, know,

**Luigi is in prison,"” said the con.
tessa,

¢ Indeed 1" I burst ont. ** I thonght
he wonld arrive there some time,"

** He was convicted of being concern-
ed in a conspiracy against the govern-
ment, At the time of hix trial three
Roman desperadoes, who were being
tried for-heavy crimen in the same court,
had Lised. ket to pariiil " AAAyoR

i to . Al
would not think what this crime '.y:.lg

I had my iden, but remained silent,

‘* He had contracted with them,” con-
tinned the contesse, *'to steal Bianca
from me and hide her forever from the
world, My husband’s will declared
that, if T died childless and without
marrying again, my brother-in-law,
Luigi, would come into my whole for-
tune, Bianca being my sole hoir, the
conut calenlated upon sequiring my
wealth when he should have removed
her from his path,” .

Here was the mystery solved at lasi.

ightway con my early opin-
ions of the Connt Luigi to the contesss,
and likewise the story of the incident at
the bridge of Bant' Angelo, From
thonghts of the perfidy of this man, we
tnrned to thank heaven for having thus
mervelously outwitted his echomes, Had
it not been for this pucient eoin, whose
seeming uselessness had preserved it
from the greediness of Bianca's captors,
a mother and daughter had dies un-
happy and far from each other's arms,
Bo ends the story of the second Ohrist-
mas, which hrings us up to the present,

And what became of Bianeca and Jia-
como? Well, I have a letter in m
desk from Bianea, who retwined wit.z
her mother to Venice, informing me
that the contessa had blessed her mar-
risge engagement with Jiacomo, She
inclosed the coin, saying that, as it
was the cause of all her happiness, it
was the dearest souvenir she conld give
me, Jiscomo went to Rome some years
ago, and is rapidly turniug out to bea
great artist—greater even than your
Uncle Coventry. I believe the contes-
sa defrayed the expense of his prepara-
tory education, and she is doubtless
even now helping him on, And he de-
serves it ; for he is a real genins, and
has noble blood in his veins,

Now, don't ask me to detail the pri-
vate history of the padrone and the :res-
peradoes, You are positively drowsy
and I wan$ to smoke. I think you had

BUFMO! @ objeotions to filling young
people's ngs while they are yet
awnke,

wegian Commerce,

egian nation is the smallest
of all nations, but its commer-
cial fleet s the third largest in the
world. e Norwegian flag is, of all

foreign flags, that which is most fre-
quently seen in the harbor of New
York, and through the sound which
connects the Baltic with the North sea
and forms the highway from London to
Bt, Petersburg, often three to four hun-
dred Norwegian araft of every deseri

tion paes during one single day, Iu
Norway, although not every man is a
sailor, every person is, nevertheless,
more or less directly conneoted with the
nb_slp];]!ng interest. To build ships or to
sail them, te own ships cr to have a
in them, is a point everybody’s life
all aloug those thousand fjords which
fringe the cosst of Norway; and to the
u;lu]:d fa.rmerhu the most common manner
of placing his savings is to go down to
thﬁmmdbuyt inuﬁ. Many
& Norwegian . ing timber

Epgland and eoal mt:’; Denmark, or
dried fish to Naples and orapges back
to Bt, Petersburg, r ts E: for-
tunes of a whole 'm parigh, in
which even the servant.girl may have a
share, and to many a well-to-do Norwe-

farmer the

i source from which
g and
h;.dgi;n can draw, ready money is

Who Invented the Steamboat |

Everybody who has visited the nation
al capitol has heard of Brumidi, the
fresco artist, whose work ornaments and
enlivens e part of the building. Oue
day, while Brumidi was engaged in
géﬁng n pioture over the door of the

ate committee room on te, n
gentleman entered, and after looking at
it for n few moments, asked: .

 What is that you're ;i:inting "

“ A pictnre of Robert Fulton, the in-
vei!‘:i?or of steam power,” replfed Bru.
midi.

‘“ But he wasn't the inventor of steam
power,"” retorted the stranger somewhat

earnestly,

Brumfdi. who oncupied a platform
that raised him almost to the omlin'E,
ntc:rped his work, laid down his brn
and turning toward the stran r asked

in his quiet way: ** Didn't Fulton in-
vent the first steamboat 7"

“ No, he didn't,” answered the gentle-
man,

“ Well, then, who did "

“ Why," ropijed the stranger, *‘ John
Fitch. He was a long way ahead of
Fulton, I know that, beeause I've been
in Fiteh's workshop myself,”

““ Well, you're an old man,” replied
Brumidi, respectfully, ““and I won't
dispute your word, I've always thought
that Fulton made the first steamboat, but
if you say he didn't, it's all right. Have
you got a picture of your man Fitoh?"

**No, I haven't got his picture, but
I've got a book that tells all about his
life and his works,"”

“ Will you send me that book ?"

““Yes, I will, just as soon as I get
home," answered the gentleman,

‘“ Well, you do that, and I'll paint a
pioture of Fitch, too,” said Brumidi,
“I won't decide who made the first
steamboat. You send me that book and
I'll paint pictures of both the men and
leave the public to decide who is entitled
to the honor. I'm a painter myself and
don't bother about inventors.”

The stranger left, and in a few days
Brumidi received a small book contain-
ing a personal sketch of Fitch and an
nccount of his works, From this sketch
the artist painted a portrait of Fiteh, rc-
senting him in his workshop engaged
upon L'Ea model of a stern- wheel steamer
with three paddles as motive power.
Those who visit the capitol now will see
a picture of Fulton looking npon his first
steamer over the committee room on

tents, and on the oplpuuiha of the hall
18 the representation of John Fitch in all
Lis glory, As Brumidi said, the people
nre left to decide whichjof the inventors
is entitled to the honor. The artist does
not bother himself about the question at
all,— Washington Post,

— e ————

Novel Mode of Punishing Criminals,

The penitentiary management, deter.
mined not to be ontdone by Edison,
haye introduced electricity as a mode of

] The statement having
made that prisoners ex d to
this panishment snffered more than they
did by the use of the ducking-tub, a
reporter called at the prison and was
shown the method of pnniskment by
Deputy Warden Quiun and Dr, Drury,
the prison physician, The eleotric
apparatus is in a box ten inches in
length, three inches high aud three
inches wide, It contains an electro-
magnet., The prisoner is taken to the
duecking- box, ,ormeri in nse in the
insane department, !ge in stripped and
blindfolded before coming in sight of
the water-box, and is then led aronnd a
coruer of the interior cell building, end
placed in the box, handeuffed, but not
shackled at the feet, The room is warm,
having fire in it deay snd night, He sils
down in water three inches in depth,
Oue pole of the batkery is placed in the
water. A sponge is sttaohed to the end
of the other pole,

Deputy Warden superintends
the punishment, whicly ponsists of tonch-
ing the bare skin of the convict in varions
places rapidly, with the sponge, A
prisoner tnrus a small erank atiached to
the electric apparatus. The coucern is
80 amall that it looks likes a toy, but it
makes the snltagcct of punishment yell
sometimes as t! o:gh he was badly hurt
or badly frightened. The reporter did
not witness 8 punishment, but is giving
what he was told at the prison, Dr,
Drury says this mode of pupizhment
does no harm, In some cases he says it
is a physical bepefit, The punishment
is gaid to be effectnal, on secount of the
man being blindfolded. He has no idea
where or when he is going to be touched
and is not nerved against it, as one wonld
be who takes hold of the poles of a bat-
tery with his eyes open and his thoughts
concentrated for the expected shock,
It in said that the mode of punishment
has reduced the visits to the room forty-
five per cent, The dungeons have been
dispensed with except five, About one

r week is sent there. The water-box

nown as the ducking-tub is ten feet
long, four feet high and three feet wide,
It is painted red and has a lid. When
the lid is lifted np and turned back
against the wall, the visitor reads on the
under side of it, ** Long Branch,"—(o-
fumbus (Ohia) Dispaich,

How He Cured Them.

Mauy of the congregation made it a
part of their religion to twist their
n?&kl ouat of joint tl:) witness the antmnol:
of every person who passed up the ais
ol the church. &i.ng m?rried one
afternoon by this turning practice, Mr,
Dean stopped in his sermon, and said :

“Naw,‘gon listen to me, and I'1l lell
you who the people are as each one of
them comes in,”

He then went on with his discourse

part |uutil & gentleman entered, whem hLe

bawled out like an usher ;

**Deacon A——, who keeps a shop
over the way.”

He then went on with his serm
when presently snother man ps
into the aisle and he gave his name,

to | residence and occupation ; so he con-

hn:todturmlim i 2
lmgthlomouaﬂnnd e
who was unknown to r.Donn,wi?:;

he eried ont ;
‘* A little old man, with drab coat and
an old white hat ; don't know him—look

oA

{ old suthors, for the best of reasons—

TIMELY TOPICS,

HBonth Ameriea is suffering from grass-
by The valley of the Canca, one
of the most fertile and populous sections
of the repablic of Colombia, has been
ravaged by them, All wing crops
bave been ruined, and the people are
threntenad with famine,

Among the nnTiositiaa at the dead
letter office, in Washington, is a letter
addressed

containing 860 and to Hobo-
ki Boiffy Tiddlewinks & Oo., pig
deaiem, Hoffensnipper's Terrace

(corner Fiddlekee avenne and Four Hun-
dred and Filth street), Nantucket, Mass,

At frominent railroad points in the
United Btates there are now forty-six
organizations known as the ** Railroad
Men's Ohristian Association,” The first
wia formed in Cleveland in 1872, There
is now an sctive membership of 2,500,
and an associate membership of over
100,000 railroad men,

A Parlinmentary paper just issued
shows that in the year 1877 2,662 lives
were lost in Evpgland and Wales by
drowning in inland waters, Of the per-
sone whose lives were lost 2,140 were
males and 522 females ; 1,423 lives were
lost in rivers and ronning waters, 637 in
canals, and 602 in lnkes or ponds,

Mr, Guy Carlion, a robust farmer
seventy-five years old, living near the
village of Wyoming, N. Y., has bought
bis coffin and has it ready for use, ]
also has ready for erection a molid
marble block, chiseled in the shape of a
dwelling, with doors and windows, The
block will be put over his grave to sym-
bolize by its form and solidity the last
long dwelling of man,

The world is crazy for show, There is
not one perhaps in a thonsand who darea
fall back on his real, simple eelf for
power to get throngh the world and ex-
tract enjoyment as he goes along, There
is no end to the aping, the mimiery, the
false nirs, It requires rare conrage, we
admit, to live up to one’s enlightened
convictions in these days., Unless you
consent to join the general chent, there
is no room for you among the great mob
of pretenders, If o man desires to live
within his meauns, and is resolute in his
parpose not to appear more than he
really is, let him be applanded. There
is something fresh and invigorating in
such an example, and we should honor
and nphold such a plan with all the
energy in onr pewer,

Frauds of History,

Al a meeling of the Yale alumni in
New York, Professor Wheeler read n
paper, in which he exposed a number of
popalar historical tales, Sappho never
killed herself by jumping from a rock,
but died a natural death, Leonidns
fonght at Thermopylme, not with only 300
at his back, bnt with 7,000, The philo-
sopher Diogenes never lived in a tub,
The story of the virtues of the Roman
matron Lucretin must be rejected, while
the etory of the Horetii svd Quiatii is
worse than donbtfnl, Thesonsof Bru-
tns were not the victimas of their father’s
firmnets, but of his brutality, It was
utterly impossible for Hannibal to have
followed np his victory st Canvee, and
the story of his using vinegar to cleave
the rocks of the Alps is absnrd, BSo,
too, the story ol Cleopaira dissolving a

earl in a goblet of vinegar and drink-
ing up & fortnpe et one drangiit, Ar.
chimedes never said: ‘* Give me a lever
long enongh and I will move the world; "
nor did he ary out ** Eareka!” at any
known lmriod of his life or disroveries,
Alexondria was never visited by Omar,
por was the Alexandriau library burot,
No more did Galileo say: ““ And yet it
moves for all that 1" sinee it is proved
from anthentie doenments that he did
not dare to, That Columbus broke the
end of an egg and thus confuted his moek-
ers is fabulous; as is also the story that
he encouraged the followers with brave
words when the shores of San SBalvador
were still out of sight, Richard ITL, of
Fuogland, did not kill his brother Olar-
ence, and the story about a butt of
Malmsey arose from the fact that the
body of Clarence, who died s natural
death, was transported from Oalais to
England in & wine butt. Charles IT,
never had the body of Cromwell taken
from Westminster abbey and hanged at
Tyburn, for the daughter of Cromwell,
apprehensive of some such ill-treatment,
had her [ather's corpse secretly removed
from the abbey and buried in a quiet
churchyard, Milton's dunghters could
pot have copsoled their father in his
blinduess by reading passages from the

they did not know how to read,

Salisfying the Barber,

One time there was a barber, And
one duy a feller he eum intg the shop
fur to git shafed, and he handed the
barber a card which was wrot on like
this way:

“For my Hair—Taller, clone, lard,
bergmot, pomatum, oil, tonuick, restor-
atif, pitchooly, gum, beeswhacks, ker-
riseen aud tar,

“For my Face—Oole coreem, cam
frice, powder, ham fat, sof sope, glis-
sern, poltice; rooje nammel, giant ce-
ment, shoo blackn.

“ For my Wiskers—Hames for the
hair, only more taller,

““For my Muchtash—Do., starch,
glew, morter and sodder,”

W‘mn the barber he red it he was just
dlited, and said to the feller: * You are
the most sensible man which has ever
set in this chair; yes, indeed. 1T never
gee a man of such ﬁOdhlho"

Aud then the barber shafed the feller,
and tole him all the news whioh he cude

think, and never stopt tockin, the bar-
ber didnt, while e shafed, cos he was
dlited, But, jest as he got dun shafu

the feller, and waa getten reddy to
them thingl on him, cordin to YI?:
memmy randem, & man wocked in and
took the feller by the ear, and he sed to
the barber, the man did: ** This feller’s
got to go now, oos he is a eseape; if yon
want to finish him you must feteh them
things over fo the def snd dum ward of
the lunattio sylum.”—Little Johnny,
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Items of Interest.

The durability of black silks is due to
their frequent cleaning.

The person who wants everything
in ship-shape shonld go to sea,
There is no part of a man whioh will
gtand so many blows aa his nose,
What country in Afriea resembles a
falsehood that 18 thrice told ? It must
be Tripoli,
Ixpranatios, — ““ Virtuouns indigna-
tion " is the handsome brother of anger
and hatred,

Actunlly some people are s0 0 Fo«led
to culturz that ';hel; will not 11: evate
their eyebrows,

The worm and the barrel-hoop are
very much alike in this respect, that
they turn when trod upon.

** Weight for the wagon," observed the
farmer a8 he helped his three-handred-
ponnd wife to a seat in the vehicle,

Every man is made better by the pos-
session of n good picture, if it is onl
the landscape on the back of a hundred-
dollar note,

Frequently the masculine gender is
used to denote both sexes, as when wt
gny ** Man is mortal.” Mun frequently
embraces womar.,

A cat's eyes begin to grow large at six
o'clock v, M., and are largest at mid-
night, when a bootjack seems to them
to be as large as a barn door,

There are 226 counties in Texas, of
these Tom Green and Crockett are as
large as Massachusetts, Pecos as Con-
nectient, and Harris as Rhode Island.
Physicians in India raise blisters with
red-hot iron, and dress them with cay-
enne pepper, If such treatment does
not make people *‘‘smart,” we don't
know anything that would.

A Demerara (Bouth America) news-
paper contains among its local items the
announcement of the killing of a snake
sixteen and a half feet long opposite the
city hospital, the arrest of an Arab for
passing off A penny piece brightened
with quicksilver for a half erown, and
the arrival of a ship on whose passenger
list are the Names of Messrs, Coabye,
Woozeer, Gangadin, Oree, Lutchman,
Parbhoodoyal and Mungra; Mmes,
Batchuy, Joymoney, Ramdoye, Bhugua,
QOogerun and Gunga, and Miss Zeeboy,
Man sometimes reaches an exalted po-
sition, Sometimes pride lifts him up
so high that he will searcely recognize
or commune with others even on his
own level; riches may gain for him
honors and the admiration of his fellow-
men ; he may conrt the muses and win
everlasting fame ; he may cultivate the
sciences and win renown hy some dis-
covery either in the blue ethereal
heavens or in the dark caves of earth ;
he may become the most noted of men,
and thus be freed from associating with
those of common elay; but, nevertheless,
he cannot help unconscionsly keeping
atep with the tune of a brass band that
passes him on the street,—Salem Sun-
Lieam.

A Curlous Petition.

A correspondent who has been rum-
maging in the room devoted to the filing
awny of congressional doenuments, in the
basement of the Capitol at Washington,
says : But perhaps the most curions,
if not the most important, memorial is a
very large one, being in fuct, threehun-
dred and nivety-six feet long, and eon-
taining thirteen thousand five hnndred
signatures, wishing n congressional ap-
propriation and the appointment of a
scientific commission for the investign-
tion of the alleged phenomenn of spirit-
nalista,  The petitioners, henaded by
Mr. N. P. Tallmadge, of Fon dn Lae,
Wis :ongin, nrge their memorinl on the
foilowing gronuds, though I cannot
transeribe their points in full, They
gay, in brief, that * they humbly beg to
obgerve that certain physical and men-
tal phenomena of guestionnble origin
and mysterions import have of late oe-
casioned in this country and engrossed
a large share of publieattention,” These
phenonena are classified as follows :

First—Av ovcenlt foree exbibited in
slidivg, raising, arresting, holding, sus-
pending ond otherwise disturbing nn-
merons ponderable bodies, apparently
in defiance of gravitation, Becond—
Lights of various forms and colors and
of different degrees of iuntensity, appear
in dork rooms, Thirnd—A variety of
sounds, extremely frequent in their oc-
currence, widely diversified in their
charncter and more or less mysterious
in their import. There is obvionsly
disturbance of the sensational medinm
of the auditory nerves, oceasioned by an
undulatory movement of the air, though
by what meaus these atmospheeio undu-
lations are produced does not appear to
the satisfaction of sonte observers,
Fourih—All the functions of the buman
body and mind are often wnd strangely
influenced by what appear to be certain
abnormal states of the eystem, and
by canses which are neither adequately
defined or understood. They wish,
therefore & scientific commission and ap-
propriation.

But alas for the hopes of N, P, Tall.
madge of Fon du Lae and his 896 feet of
friends, we find that & gross and ma-
terinlistio Benate ordered the memorial
*“to lie upon the table,”

Washington’s Rebuke.

Gen, Washington was diguified in
manner and speech, He exacted n;:lpro-
priate consideration for himself snd his
position; but be exhibited a trait rare
smong men of high station—he was al-
ways considerate toward his associates,
An apecdote illustrates this high-bred
gourtesy, and also his tender sympathy:
Btopping one day dnrinf the wir at a
hmﬁ New Jersey, he found there a
wounded officer. The man was confined
to his bed, and was so feeble that the
least noise agitated him. Washington
8 in such a low tone, and while

officers to a &i r consideration ford

man,
When ke bad dined he left th
and the officers, unrestraine

in their k
Iy the d

was 80 quiet, 88 to influence his

-



